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CONFESSIONS OF A FAIR SAINT.

TILL my eighth year, I was always a healthy child; but of that
period I can recollect no more than of the day when I was bom.
About the beginning of my eighth year, I was seized with a hemor-
rhage; and from that moment my soul became all feeling, all me-
mory. The smallest circumstances of that accident are yet before
my eyes, as if they had occurred but yesterday.

During the nine months, which I then spent patiently upon a
sick-bed, it appears to me, the ground-work of my whole turn of
thought was laid; as the first means were then afforded my mind
of developing itself in its own manner.

I suffered and I loved; this was the peculiar form of my heart.
In the most violent fits of coughing, in the depressing pains of
fever, I lay quiet, like a snail drawn back within its house: the
moment I obtained a respite, I wanted to enjoy something plea-
sant ; and as every other pleasure was denied me, I endeavoured
to amuse myself with the innocent delights of eye and ear. The
people brought me dolls and picture-books; and whoever would
sit by my bed, was obliged to tell me something.

From my mother I rejoiced to hear the Bible histories : and
my father entertained me with natural curiosities. He had a very
pretty cabinet; from which he brought me first one drawer and
then another, as occasion served; showing me the articles, and
pointing out their properties. Dried plants and insects, with many
kinds of anatomical preparations, such as human skin, bones, mum-
mies and the like, were in succession laid upon the sick-bed of the
little one; the birds and animals he killed in hunting were shown
to me, before they passed into the kitchen: and that the Prince